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REMARKS. 


El )t  €too  (Sxregortes. 

Wealth,  without  the  power  of  enjoying  it,  is  a bane 
to  its  possessor  ; and  how  often  do  we  see  it  lavished 
in  provoking  abundance,  where  enjoyment  is  utterly 
denied.  It  is  hoarded  by  the  miser,  to  heap  upon  him 
new  cares  and  anxieties  ; it  is  squandered  by  the  spend- 
thrift, to  the  ruin  of  himself  and  the  scandal  of  mankind. 
To  its  votary  it  brings  both  envy  and  ridicule — envy,  for 
the  good  fortune  in  which  we  are  not  allowed  to  parti- 
cipate ; ridicule,  lor  the  silly  pride  it  engenders  in  vulgar 
minds.  As  the  mean  of  doing  good,  its  possession  be- 
comes a laudable  desire  ; as  that  of  self-gratification,  it 
is  a degrading  passion.  Who  has  not  heard  of  the  anec- 
dote of  Beau  Nash  charging  ten  pounds  for  making  a 
man  huppy? — a beautiful  trait  of  humanity,  enough  to 
redeem  the  many  vanities  of  that  exquisite  fop  : — 

**  Would  you  be  bless’d  1 — The  proper  means  pursue — 

Make  others  happy,  and  be  happy,  too. 

How  trivial  are  the  wants  that  life  requires  ; — 

The  fault  is  less  with  fate,  than  our  desires. 

Yet  do  we  oft  complain,  our  blindness  such, 

That  fortune  gives  too  little,  or  too  much  ; 

Say,  why  too  much,  if  worthily  employ'd  1 
Too  little,  if  that  little  be  enjoy'd  V*  * 

The  aristocracy  of  birth,  if  the  ancestry  be  honour- 
able, may  admit  of  extenuation ; but  the  aristocracy  of 
wealth , “ this  yellow  slave”  that — 

“ Will  knit  and  break  religions  ; bless  the  accurs’d  ; 

— place  thieves. 

And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 

Wi  h senators  on  the  bench" 

is  so  truly  preposterous,  that  we  recommend  all  such  as 
labour  under  the  infatuation,  to  read  Doctor  Arbuthnot’s 
epitaph  on  the  infamous  Colonel  Chartres,  which,  for 
fine  point  and  just  philosophy,  deserves  to  be  inscribed 
in  letters  of  gold  over  every  temple  devoted  to  Mammon. 

The  story  of  the  Two  Gregories  exhibits  the  misuse 
of  newly-acquired  wealth — we  shall  not  pause  to  ana- 

* The  Time9 — a Poem. 
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lyse  its  probability.  John  Bull,  Esq.,  having  taken  a 
trip  to  Paris,  is  attacked  in  the  street  by  robbers,  aud 
his  life  placed  in  jeopardy.  Gregory,  a servant  out  of 
place,  in  coining  down,  somewhat  abruptly,  three  stairs 
of  a dark  entry,  falls  headlong  among  a set  of  civil  gen- 
tlemen who  are  crying  “murder!”  and  cudgelling  each 
other  moat  unmercifully.  The  sudden  interposition  of 
Gregory’s  person  enables  John  Bull,  Esq.  to  make  his 
escape,  leaving  the  intruder  to  be  soundly  drubbed  in 
his  stead.  After  receiving  quantum  stiff.,  Gregory 
awakes  from  his  trance,  when  a voice  salutes  him,  that 
he  is  the  lucky  rascal  who  has  saved  the  Englishman’s 
life  and  property,  and  that  he  shall  be  amply  rewarded 
for  his  services.  He  has  just  time  to  say  that  his  name 
is  Gregory , and  that  (the  scene  Paris!)  he  lives  in  Patty- 
pan Place.  Now,  it  so  happens  that  two  persons  of  the 
name  of  Gregory  are  domiciled  in  that  quarter  ; accord- 
ing, therefore,  to  the  invariable  custom  of  farce,  John 
Bull  pitches  on  the  wrong  person  whereon  to  shower  his 
bounty;  the  consequence  is,  that  a decent  couple,  Mr. 
Gregory  and  his  wife,  are.  lifted  above  their  proper 
sphere.  Pride,  jealousy,  and  a host  of  factitious  wants 
incidental  to  that  enviable  state  to  which  they  are 
raised,  perplex  their  minds  ; and,  if  their  cup  runs  over, 
it  is  ow  ing  to  an  extraordinary  infusion  of  gall.  1 he 
right  owner  to  the  Englishman’s  bounty  is  at  length  dis- 
covered.— Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gregory  having  experienced  the 
bitterness  of  prosperity — 

“ Prosperity’s  a cheat, 

Despair  is  honest’’ — 

are  prepared  to  resign  uneasy  wealth  for  contented  po- 
verty ; but  John  Bull,  having  himself  a mortal  antipathy 
to  refund,  generously  confirms  them  in  their  possessions, 
while  the  real  Gregory  is  rewarded  with  a purse  and  a 
wife. 

1 his  is  a pleasant  piece  ; and,  as  conveying  a moral , 
is  further  entitled  to  cur  regard,  it  is  the  production 
of  Mr.  T Dibdin,  and  was  acted  at  the  Surrey  Theatre 
with  good  success.  The  character  of  Gregory  has  been 
played  by  Messrs.  Fitzwilliam,  VV.  H.  Williams,  and 
Watkins  Burroughs,  very  humorously. 

D G. 


^Performance  Free.] 


THE 

TWO  GREGORIES. 
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SCENE  I. — A Street. 

Enter  La  France,  l. 

La  F.  Aha ! pauvre  La  France,  valet  de  place,  for  von 
month,  to  Milord  Monsieur  Jean  Bull,  here  in  Paris  ; I 
must  spike  bad  Anglais  by  vay  of  practice — he  nevair 
understand  my  vords,  and  I cannot  understand  his  actions. 
He  is  an  etourdi,  a jeune  Anglaishomme — dat  is,  he  is  foggy 
in  de  head,  mad,  distrait,  comme  un  dandi — he  has  given 
avay  yesterday  a tousand  pound,  vis  an  annuity  of 
fifty  more,  because  a man  save  his  life,  and  maybe  to- 
morrow he  shall  shoot  himself  in  de  head — he  cannot  blow 
off  his  brains,  because  dat  is  non  possible  for  him  to  have 
any  at  all — a tousand  pound — bless  me  ! bless  me  ! 

John  Bull,  singing  without , r. 

There  was  a jolly  miller  once 
Liv’d  on  the  River  Dee. 

LaF.  Diable  emporte  de  rivair  Dee,  and  for  de  jolli 
millair,  I vish  he  was  in  him  ; I hear  of  him  every  two, 
tree,  six,  five  minutes. 

Enter  Mr.  John  Bull,  r. 

Bull,  [singing.)  “ I care  for  nobody,”  &c.  Well,  La 
France,  have  you  seen  my  preserver  ? 

La  F.  Sir,  oui — a la  distance. 

Bull.  Has  money  made  him  happy  ? 

La  F.  Eh  bien  ! — No,  he  is  miserable  to  know  vhere  it 
is  come  from. 

Bull.  And  what  he  shall  do  with  it,  perhaps  ; nay,  but 
he  can't  be  at  a loss  to  guess  who  sent  it,  when  he  remem- 
bers his  gallant  behaviour  to  a stranger — but  how  does  he 
bear  his  sudden  prosperity  ? 

La  F.  Oh  ! comme  un  homme  de  bien — very  well — he 
make  de  most  of  him — you  have  give  him  von  tousand 
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pound  ; and  promise  him  fifty  more  every  year  : in  France 
dat  is  grande  deal  of  money — tree  times  more  as  in  Eng- 
land ; and  so  he  has  dress  his  vife  pretty,  engage  a petite 
maid,  and  is  going  to  hire  a garcon,  and  build  his  house. 

Bull.  Hire  a man ! 

La  F.  Oui  garcon,  here  is  an  affiche  ; a bill  he  has  pub- 
lished. 

Bull.  f<  Wanted,  at  No.  26,  Hue  de  99  (rapidly  reads 
it  over.)  Well,  well,  how  I do  envy  this  honest  fellow;  he 
has  a right  to  make  the  most  of  his  luck  ; for  even  superior 
to  the  possession  of  good  fortune  is  the  consciousness  of 
having  deserved  it — oh  ! how  I long  to  see  his  little  merry 
laughing  face,  and  the  good-humoured  hilarity  of  his 
spouse,  (drops  the  bill  while  he  is  speaking.) 

La  F.  He  no  laugh  at  all,  and  as  for  madame,  de  good 
humour  went  away  wid  de  pauvrete  ; she  no  like  de  gay 
dress  he  buy  for  her ; she  is  jealous  as  de  diable  of  de  petite 
maid  ; she  is  impatiente  for  de  new  homme  to  come,  and 
she  cannot  bear  to  build  de  house. 

Bull.  She’s  a very  sensible  fellow,  then,  and  her  hus- 
band ought  to  know  that  fools  build  and  wise  men  buy. 

La  F.  But  your  reconnoisance  is  too  grande — you  have 
given  too  mush — bless  me  ! a tousand  pounds  ! 

Bull.  Why,  zounds  ! he  saved  me  forty  ; so,  away  with 
you — keep  an  eye  on  them  ; I shall  visit  ’em  myself  pre- 
sently. 

La  F.  I go,  saar — a tousand  pounds  Anglais  ! If  a 
man  was  evair  so  sensible,  it  is  enough  to  put  his  head  all 
round  ; and  to  give  so  much  avay  at  vonce — absolutely,  I 
shall  never  understand  Anglais.  (Exit,  L.  e. 

Bull.  Perhaps  not ; but  Englishmen  understand  that  if 
the  pleasures  of  giving  and  receiving  are  fairly  b alanced 
the  donor  has,  nine  times  out  of  ten,  the  largest  share  of 
heartfelt  satisfaction.  (Exit,  R. 

Enter  Gregory,  l,  calling  after  Mr.  Bull. 

Greg.  Sir ! sir  ! No,  he’s  gone,  and  poor  Gregory  is 
again  disappointed.  Dear  me  ! what  a sad  thing  it  is  to 
be  out  of  place  ; one  would  think  it  was  written  on  one’s 
forehead  ; all  my  old  acquaintance  cut  me,  and  I can’t  even 
get  a mutton-chop  to  cut  in  return.  When  I had  a good 
table  every  day,  I was  asked  out  because  I couldn’t  go, 
and  now  I want  a hot  dinner,  all  my  friends  look  cold  on 
me.  Even  my  sweetheart  Fanchette,  who  used  to  help  me 
to  many  a tit-bit,  has  gone,  I don’t  know  whither  ; well  off , 
I dare  say — a pretty  face  gets  a good  place  ; I wish  I was 
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pretty,  or  rich,  or  something  ; all  thrive  but  Gregory  ; one 
picks  up  one  thing,  one  picks  up  another,  but  I never  picks 
up  nothing,  except  a — ( sees  the  bill  on  the  ground.)  Eh! 
what’s  this — well,  it  isn’t  everybody  can  take  up  a bill  now- 
a-days.  ( takes  it  up  and  reads.)  “ Wanted,  at  No.  26,  Rue 
de” — Eh!  why,  this  is  the  very  street,  “ a smart,  good- 
looking  ” — I’m  the  very  boy  to  serve  a kind  master — he’s 
the  man,  and  a mistress  who  shall  do  just  what  she  likes 
with  me.  Oh,  Gregory,  Gregory,  grumble  no  longer : 
luck  lies  in  the  way  when  we  least  look  for  it,  and  when 
things  come  to  the  worst,  it’s  ten  to  one  if  they  don’t  get 
better — Oh,  dear,  dear  ! I want  nothing  now  but  to  find 
Fanchette,  and  tell  her  all  the  good  fortune  I’m  going  to 
meet  with. 


SONG — Gregory. — Air-r“  Cai  IraN 

Dear,  what  a thing, 

Like  a pig  in  a string, 

Is  the  heart  of  a lover,  by  Cupid  laid  hold  on ; 

And  since  I first  met 
With  my  darling  Fanchette, 

All  other  beauties  are  lost  upon  me. 

Do,  my  little  deary,  have  me,  says  I, — 

I won’t  till  I like  it,  she  answers  so  sly : 

Well,  says  I,  Miss,  to  be  sure  you’re  a bold  one, 

Oh,  when  we  wed, 

’Twill  be  said,  what  a head 

Or  a heart  that  must  be  that  must  venture  to  scold  one ; 
For,  loving  Fanchette, 

When  I lay  any  bet, 

I was  made  to  be  her’s,  and  she  made  but  for  me. 
Once  at  the  church, 

We  shall  leave  in  the  lurch 
Every  jealous  quiz  who  would  try  to  forestall  me  ; 

And  I,  like  a man, 

Shall  protect  saucy  Fan, 

When  I march  at  the  head  of  my  family. 

Half-a-dozen  pretty  boys, 

And  six  little  maids. 

When  brought  up  to  follow 
Their  pa  and  ma’s  trades; 

Dear  daddy  Gregory,  I hope  they’ll  all  call  me; 

For  oh,  when  we  wed, 

’Twill  be  said 
What  a head 

Or  a heart  that  must  be  that  would  venture  to  scold  one ; 
For  loving  Fanchette, 

When  I’ll  lay  any  bet, 

I was  made  to  be  her’s,  and  she  made  for  me. 


{Exit,  l. 


10 


THE  TWO  GEE  GOBIES. 


SCENE  II.— Apartment  in  the  house  of  Mr.  Gregory. 

Fanchette  discovered  sweeping , and  setting  ihe  room  to 
rights.  * ' 

Fanch.  ( sitting  down.)  0 dear  ! how  tiresome  it  is  to  be 
sweeping  and  scouring  and  dusting  in  a house  where,  the 
moment  I havi  put  all  to  rights,  master  and  mistress  put 
all  wrong  again,  working  as  I do,  and  slaving,  and  never 
taking  a bit  of  rest,  if  it  was  ever  so.  I’ve  been  looking 
out  of  window  this  hour  and  a half,  in  hopes  of  seeing  my 
old  sweetheart  and  fellow-servant,  Gregory,  a kind  soul 
that  he  was  ; I should  like  to  know  what’s  become  of  him  ; 
he  gave  me  this  ballad,  but  I have  so  much  to  do,  I don’t 
think  I shall  ever  be  able  to  learn  it — eh ! no,  that’s  not  it, 
that’s  the  love-letter  I had  from  the  one-eyed  wagoner, 
and  that’s  a powder  to  make  me  dream  of  him  who  is  to 
have  me,  and  this  is  a charm  for  the  toothache,  and — ay, 
this  is  it,  and  while  master’s  out,  and  missus  lying  a bed, 
like  an  idle  thing  as  she,  I’ll  try  what  old  tune  I can  make 
it  go  to. 

SONG — Fanchette. — French  Air. 

I fell  in  love  one  April  morning, 

When  sweetest  blossoms  began  to  spring, 

And  from  that  day  but  one  song  could  sing, 

While  milking  my  cows  at  the  dawning, 

Or  folding  my  sheep  at  the  pen. 

From  that  hour  each  other  swain  scorning, 

I thought  him  the  nicest  of  men  ; 

But  silly  girls  find 
That  first  love  is  blind. 

Soft  blew  the  breeze,  all  nature  cheering, 

When  first  I met  him  in  the  vale, 

And  his  sighs  seemed  to  echo  the  gale; 

His  ditty  enchanted  my  hearing, 

He  carolled  so  sweetly — oh,  then, 

Each  word  of  his  song,  so  endearing. 

Made  me  think  him  the  sweetest  of  men, 

For  true  love  is  blind, 

As  silly  girls  find. 

Gregory  peeps  on , l.  2.  e. 

Greg.  May  a body  come  in  ? • 

Fanch.  Not  till  you  knock  at  the  door : who  is  it  fright- 
ening a person  so  P 

Greg,  (enters.)  I want  the  gentleman  of  the  house. 

Fanch.  Why  surely — oh,  no  ! 

Greg.  Ah,  ha,  Fan  ! 
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Fanch.  Greg ! 

Greg.  My  dear  little 

Fanch.  Fellow  servant,  who 

Greg.  Lived  with  you  at 

Fanch.  Mr.  Puffpaste’s,  confectioner 

Greg.  And  cook-shop  man,  No.  16 

Fanch.  Pattypan  Place,  next  door  to 

Greg.  The  Owl  in  an  Ivy-bush  ! 0 dear,  dear,  dear ! 
here’s  luck  upon  luck  ! here’s  evolutions — here’s  the  works 
of  nature. — I dreamed  last  night  of  my  breaking  my 
shins  over  a stewed  fillet  of  veal,  and  here’s  the  good 
fortune  I knew  would  follow. 

Fanch.  But  my  poor  Gregory,  you’ve  got  mortal  thin 
since  you’ve  left  the  eating  house. 

Greg.  Most  people  do  when  they  leave  eating  : yes,  got 
thin,  and  that’s  all  I have  got. 

Fanch.  And  what  brought  you  here  ? 

Greg.  Brought  me — I found  it — look — (shows  the  bill)  it 
lay  in  my  way  ; this  is  No.  26,  isn’t  it  ? 

Fanch.  Yes. 

Greg.  And  the  master  of  the  house  wants  a man  ? 
Fanch.  He  does  ; and  it  will  be  a man  of  his  own  name 
if  he  hires  you— for  he  is  Mr.  Gregory. 

Greg.  An  unlucky  name  it  is — the  Gregories,  somehow, 
never  do  what’s  right — but  I am  lucky  for  once,  and  should 
like  this  place  if  I only  had  a character. 

Fanch.  Won’t  your  last  master  give  you  one  ? 

Greg.  Yes — and  that’s  the  reason  I won’t  ask  him — it 
would  be  such  a bad  one — perhaps  my  namesake  will  take 
me  without  one. 

Fanch.  Why,  as  you  say  the  Gregories  never  do  right, 
perhaps  he  may. 

Greg.  Or  you  can  give  me  one. 

Fanch.  That  I can — so  industrious — at  dinner  time,  that 
you  do  the  work  of  any  three  men  in  the  parish ; so  careful 
that  you  never  break  more  than  half  the  glass  and  china 
you  attempt  to  carry  ; so  sober,  you  won’t  touch  even  wine, 
when  you  can  get  brandy  : and  so  quiet,  you  always  get  up 
last  in  the  house  for  fear  of  disturbing  the  rest  of  the  family. 
Greg.  Well,  I wish  they’d  ask  me  your  character. 

Fanch.  What  would  you  say  of  me  ? 

Greg.  Nothing,  because  the  least  said  is 

Fanch.  Is  it  ? — And  if  you  say  no  more  good  than  you 
do 

Greg.  Good  ! why,  it  isn’t  a month  since  I beat  three 
thieves,  saved  a man’s  life,  and  got — just  nothing  for  my 
trouble. 
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Fanch.  I dare  say — a fine  idle  tale — but  if  you  come 
here,  I must  promise  master  to  make  you  work  as  hard  as 
I do — so,  sit  and  let  us  hear  this  wonderful  story.  (5 they  sit. 

Greg.  Well,  then,  one  night  I happened  to  make  a false 
step 

Fanch.  I dare  say  you  did. 

Greg.  In  coming  down  three  stairs  of  a dark  entry,  and 
fell  headlong  among  a set  of  civil  gentlemen  who  were 
crying  murder,  and  at  the  same  belabouring  another,  who 
had  a large  portfolio  in  his  hand,  on  whom  I tumbled  ; 
he  ran  away,  and  left  me  to  be  soundly  drubbed  in  his 
stead. 

Fanch.  How  comical ! 

Greg.  Yery. 

Fanch.  And  you  didn’t  run  away,  too  ? 

Greg.  I never  do  when  I can’t — so,  picking  up  one  of 
their  bludgeons,  I shut  my  eyes,  banged  away  to  the  right 
and  left,  bawled  out  lustily  John  ! Peter  ! Harry  ! as  if  I 
had  comrades  at  hand,  and  when  I was  quite  worn  out 
with  the  blows  I thought  I gave  to  others,  I ventured  to 
look  round,  and  the  devil  a soul  was  near  me. 

Fanch.  Ay,  you  woke  from  your  dream. 

Greg.  Hot  I;  I knew  too  well  I was  awake,  and  while 
boldly  peeping  about  to  see  whether  there  were  any  more 
rogues — not  that  I was  afraid,  another  voice  said 

Fanch.  Lud  have  mercy  on  us. 

Greg.  Ho,  it  didn’t — it  said  something  in  English,  about 
a jolly  mill. 

Fanch.  A jolly  mill  ? 

Greg.  Yes;  and  said,  who  are  you? — What’s  your 
name  ? — Where  do  you  live  ? 

Fanch.  Anything  more  ? 

Greg.  Yes — it  said,  you’re  a lucky  rascal ; for  you  have 
saved  my  life,  and  property  to  a vast  amount,  and  I’ll  pro- 
videfor  you  ; so,  thinking  it  might  turn  to  speak,  says  I to 
him,  though  I couldn’t  see  him,  my  name  is  Gregory,  I 
live  in  Pattypan-place,  and  from  that  time  to  this  I have 
never  heard  one  single  word  more  of  the  matter. 

Fanch.  Ah,  Gregory ! Gregory  ! you  were,  as  you  say, 
born  to  be  unlucky  ; but  call  again  in  half  an  hour,  and 
I’ll 

Greg.  You’ll  be  my  friend — speak  for  me — give  me  a 
good  character ; the  things  I broke  in  my  last  place,  you 
know,  are  now  good  for  nothing ; the  mistakes  I made 
ought  not  to  be  repeated ; and  the 

Fanch.  Little  boy  that  they  did  say  was 

Greg.  A poor  little  insignificant  thing,  not  worth  men- 
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tioning  ; so  do  your  best  to  help  a poor  lad,  and  where  is 
the  kind  thing  I won’t  do  for  you  in  return. 

Fanch.  Well,  I will,  then,  for  you  often  have  been  kind, 
and  I never  shall  forget  it. 

DUET — Fanchette  and  Gregory. 

Fanch.  Since  last  we  met, 

Little  Fanchette 

Somebody’s  kindness  will  never  forget. 

Greg.  And  Gregory,  too,  has  oft  thought  of  you — 

Day  and  night,  his  delight*  was  his  Fanchette* 
Fanch.  Without  knowing  why,  I have  sigh’d. 

Greg.  For  my  part,  I’d  like  to  have  died. 

Fanch.  Pray,  tell  me  for  who  ? 

Greg.  Why,  only  for  you : 

Fanch.  Nonsense  ! you  surely  are  joking  ; 

Greg.  No,  no,  ’tis  your  eye  so  provoking. 

Fanch.  Dear  me,  dear  me,  fie,  don’t,  Gregory  ! ! 

Greg.  Dear  me,  dear  me,  what  a nice  lass  you  be  j 


Fanch. 

Not  long  ago, 

I am  sure  you  must  know, 

You  promis’d  to  marry  me. 

Gregory,  no ; 

I only,  ’tis  true,  said,  if  so  be  you 
Were  constant,  perhaps  you 

Might  find  me  as  true. 

And  wouldn’t  I make  you  my  wife  P 

Greg. 

Fanch. 

I can’t  tell,  indeed,  till  I’ve  tried. 

Greg. 

When  shall  it  be  ? 

Fanch. 

Wait  and  you’ll  see. 

Nonsense  you  surely  are  joking,  &c. 

( Exit  Gregory 

Fanch.  Well,  now,  for  all  I tease  him,  I shall  be  so 
happy  if  he  comes  here. 

Mr.  G.  (without,  l.)  Very  well,  I’ll  take  the  law — see  if 
I don’t. 

Fanch.  If  here  isn’t  my  master,  Mr.  Gregory,  looking 
as  if  he  had  been  tumbled  into  a dust-cart. 

Enter  Mr.  Gregory,  whimsically  dressed , his  hat  and  dark 
coat  covered  with  dust,  L.  2.  E. 

Mr.  G.  Here ! here  ! here’s  a figure ! why,  the  people 
who  saw  me,  when  I was  last  in  this  house,  will  hardly 
know  me  again. 

Fanch.  What’s  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Mr.  G.  (ivallcing  about.)  Because  I don’t  choose  to  forget 
I was  once  poor,  and  am  now  easy. 
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Fanch.  Under  the  load  of  dirt,  sir ! 

Mr.  G.  Because  I was  once  a servant,  and  am  now  a 
master,  and  not  forgetting  how  I was  obliged  to  help 
others,  I,  out  of  mere  good-nature,  took  up  a poor  man’s 
basket  to  put  it  on  his  shoulder,  not  seeing  what  it  was 
he,  like  an  ungrateful  rogue,  turns  it  over  on  my  head; 
and,  because  sudden  prosperity  couldn’t  blind  me,  I must 
be  blinded  by  a dustman. 

Fanch.  I’ll  just  get  a cane  that (runs  off,  l. 

Mr.  Gr.  It  beats  everything — and  then  to  call  it  a joke, 
too.  Oh,  Gregory  ! Gregory  ! thine  is  the  unluckiest  name 
and  race  in  the  world ! Even  the  good  intended  thee 
comes  to  harm,  and  when  kindness  is  meant,  it  falls  so  as 
to  make  one  feel  it. 

Fanch.  (returning  with  a cane.)  It  does,  indeed,  sir. 

(beats  his  coat  hard. 

Mr.  G.  Does,  indeed  ! what  the  devil  are  you  at  now  ? 

Fanch.  (striking  him.)  Turn  t’other  side  sir — I can  hit 
harder  that  way. 

Mr.  G.  Hit  harder ! be  quiet — why  didn’t  you  bring  a 
brush  ? 

Fanch.  Dear  sir,  why  didn’t  you  say  so  before  ? — There, 
that  will  do.  (brushes  him  with  the  carpet  broom.) 

Mr.  G.  Do  ! yes,  I think  it  will,  Fanchette  ; come  here, 
come  here,  I say,  hussy.  What’s  the  use  of  my  keeping  a 
servant  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  if  she  won’t  do  as  I 
bid  her — dear  me,  what  a nice  little  girl  you  are. 

Fanch.  That’s  more  than  your  wife  thinks,  sir. 

Mr.  G.  (taking  out  a paper.)  What  does  she  know  about 
pretty  girls  ? — See,  here’s  the  plan  of  my  new  house — I 
made  it  myself ; here’s  the  first  story,  this  is  the  second, 
and  that’s  the  third,  with  your  room  at  the  top,  where  you 
may  see  all  over  the  city.  * 

Fanch.  Indeed ! well,  give  me  the  top  story,  and  you 
may  pull  down  the  other  two  for  what  I care — and  what’s 
this  black  place  P 

Mr.  G.  That’s  the  cellar,  where  I shall  keep  all  the  wine 
I mean  to  drink  your  health  in ; and  that’s  the  parlour, 
and — 

Fanch.  And  where  are  the  stairs  to  get  to  it. 

Mr.  G.  Stairs ! eh — oh — lud  ! I forgot  the  stairs — but 
here’s  where  they  will  be — 

Enter  Mrs.  Gregory,  r.  u.  e. 

look,  my  dear  Fanchette,  how  I get  from  the  cellar  up  to 
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the  second  floor ; then,  leaving  your  mistress’s  bedroom 
on  the  left,  I comes  right  up  into  your  chamber. 

Fanch.  And  then  what  does  misses  say  to  that  ? 

Mrs.  G.  ( bouncing  forward.)  Why,  that  you  are  a very 
forward  saucy  hussy,  to  suffer  my  husband  to  be  such  a — 
a brute. 

Mr.  Gr.  Me,  my  dear  ? 

Mrs.  Gr.  You,  Mr.  Innocence  ! Did  not  I overhear  you 
coming  out  of  the  cellar,  leaving  your  poor,  dear,  lawful 
spouse’s  bedroom,  and  going  up  to  the  maids  ? and  you  to 
encourage  him ! 

Fanch.  I’m  sure  I only  wanted  to  see  how  far  his  impu- 
dence would  carry  him. 

Mrs.  Gr.  Out  of  my  sight,  minx  I 

Fanch.  Why,  lud ! ma’am,  it’s  only  a plan. 

Mr.  Gr.  That’s  all,  my  love — a plan  of  my  own,  too. 

Mrs.  Gr.  I see  it’s  a plan,  but  one  you  shan’t  follow— 
begone,  madam ; pack  up,  and  plan  your  way  out  of  my 
house. 

Fanch.  I said  how  it  would  be,  sir ; and  now  here’s 
misses  giving  me  warning,  because  you  won’t  take  it. 


Mrs.  G. 
Mr.  G. 
Fanch. 

Mrs.  G. 
Fanch. 
Mr.  G. 


All. 


Fanch. 
Mr.  G. 
Mrs.  G. 

Mr.  G. 
Mrs.  G. 

Mr.  G. 
Fanch. 


TEIO. — Air — “ Voulez  vous  danser 

Youlez  vous  march,  my  pert  ma’amselle 
Dear  Javotte,  why  so  hot. 

Nobody  cares,  ’tis  vastly  well, — 

So  keep  your  passion  under. 

You  must  quit  me,  miss,  to-day  ; 

Please  my  wages  first  to  pay. 

Fire  and  furies,  why  these  airs, 

And  all  for  what,  I wonder. 

Never  j } ladies>  Pray  ~ 

Still  take  care,  of  men  beware. 

Calm  and  sunny  though  to-day, 

’Twill  change  to  rain  and  thunder. 

Pay  me  before  I quit  my  place  : 

Dear  Fanchette,  don’t  go  yet; 

Courting  the  girl  before  my  face  ! 

I’ll  go  and  call  assistance,  {going,  he  stops  her . 

Prithee,  be  quiet. 

Let  me  loose, 

You  brute  ! you  minx  ! 

You  child ! 

You  goose ! 
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Mr,  G.  Death  and  the  devil  ! ’tis  no  use  ; 

I’ll  make  you  keep  your  distance. 

* tvt  f married,  ) t _ . 

All.  -Never  j be  jealous  J ladies,  pray,  Ac. 

(Exit  Fanchette,  door  l.  u.  e. 

Mr.  G\  My  dear ! 

Mrs.  G.  My  love  ! 

Mr.  G.  Do  you  know,  I think  you’ve  made  a great  fool  of 
yourself  ? 

Mrs.  Gr.  That  I have,  for  bemeaning  myself  to  marrv  a 

servant. 

Mr.  G.  Why,  wasn’t  you  a servant  ? 

Mrs.  G.  No,  not  exactly  a servant ; I was  a sort  of — 

Mr.  G.  A sort  of  what?  Wasn’t  you  a laundry  girl, 
cook,  and — 

Mrs.  G.  Never,  Sir ; I never  was  even — 

Mr.  G.  Wasn’t  you  a maid  at  the  house  of — 

Mrs.  G.  Never,  Sir  ; never  was  a maid,  in  all  my  life  ! 
I was  always  a companion. 

Mr.  G.  Worse  and  worse  ! never  a maid,  and  always  a 
companion!  Well,  well;  we  were  both  poor  when  we 
married,  and  now  we  are  suddenly  made  rich  by  we  don’t 
know  who,  and  got  a little  fortune,  though  we  can’t  tell 
where  it  comes  from.  Surely,  we  shouldn’t  be  unkind  to 
those  who  are  now  what  we  ourselves  were — consider  that 
poor  Fanchette — 

Mrs.  G.  Is  all  you  think  of  ; you  don’t  love  me  now  you 
are  grown  rich,  but  Fanchette  is  never  out  of  your  head. 
When  I dropped  my  fan  at  the  play,  it  was,  “ Allow  me  to 
pick  up  my  dear  Fanchette.”  If  I ask  what  you’d  like  for 
dinner,  its  “Oh,  I should  prefer  a well-dressed  Fan- 
chette  and  at  church — 

Mr.  G.  At  church,  if  you  were  to  preach  a sermon,  the 
text  would  be  Fanchette.  Come,  come,  give  me  a kiss, 
and  own  you  are  a jealous  wiseacre.  When  we  were 
fellow -servants,  you  were  jealous  of  me  with  your  mistress, 
and  now  you  are  mistress,  you’re  jealous  of  the  maid. 

Mrs.  G.  Mr.  Gregory,  Mr.  Gregory,  keep  in  your  proper 
spear,  and  remember  you  are  now  a master. 

Mr.  G.  Mrs.  Gregory,  Mrs.  Gregory,  my  being  a master 
ought  never  to  make  me  forget  I am  a man  ; besides,  I was 
so  lately  a servant,  I can’t  help  talking  to  folks  in  my  own 
spear,  as  you  call  it.  If  a knock  comes  to  the  door,  I run 
and  open  it  from  habit,  am  always  ready  to  answer  your 
bell  every  time  you  ring  it,  and  only  yesterday  I actually 
caught  myself  waiting  at  table  behind  my  own  chair. 
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Mrs.  G.  Well,  well ; only  send  that  puppet  Fanchette 
about  her  business,  and  that’s  all  I care  for. 

j Enter  Gregory,  l.  1.  e. 

Mr.  G.  Hush  ! here’s  company ; you  forget,  now  we’re 
rich,  how  many  visitors  come  to  us,  whether  we  know  ’era 
or  not. 

Greg.  Sir,  I — I have  the  honour  to — 

Mr.  G.  Sir,  the  honour’s  mine. 

Mrs.  G.  Yes,  Sir,  we  both  have  the  honour — 

Greg.  Could  I see  the  master  of  the  house  ? 

Mr.  G.  Sir,  pray  sit  down,  and  I’ll  fetch  him  directly. 

Mrs.  G.  Husband  ! 

Mr.  G.  Lord,  I forget  I am  the  master  myself  ! Indeed, 
while  you  are  by,  my  dear,  I always  do.  I believe  I ought 
to  sit  down  myself,  (pulls  away  the  chair  just  as  Gregory  is 
going  to  sit  down — he  falls.) 

Greg.  Why,  there  now  ! 

Mr.  G.  What’s  the  matter  P 

Greg,  (on  the  ground.)  Nothing  ; you  bade  me  sit  down, 
and  here  I am. 

Mrs.  G.  For  shame,  husband,  (helps  up  Gregory.) 

Mr.  G.  Pray  excuse  the  accident ; I did  it  promiscuously, 
and  hope  you’ll — I wish  I had  my  book  of  compliments — I 
hope  you’ll  honour  me  with  your  commands. 

Greg.  Oh,  what,  then,  you’re  the  master  of  the  house. 

Mr.  G.  Yes,  and  here’s  my  dear  little  Javotte. 

Greg.  Lord,  what  a lovely  kreter ! 

Mrs.  G.  Dear  me,  what  a clever  little  man  ! (aside.)  I’m 
sure  he’s  one  of  the  gentry. 

Greg.  Only  let  me  please  that  dashing  daughter  of 
yours,  and  I am  your  man. 

Enter  Fanchette,  door  l.  u.  e.,  listening , and  occasionally 
retiring. 

Mr.  G.  Daughter  ! why,  zounds,  it’s  my  wife. 

Mrs.  G.  For  shame  to  swear  so — if  I have  the  misfor- 
tune to  be  your  wife. 

Greg.  Only  let  your  husband  hire  me,  and  you’ll  have 
the  happiness  to  be  my  mistress. 

Mrs.  G.  How  ! what ! want  a place — why,  by  your  talk, 
I took  you  for  some  great  man. 

Greg.  And  where’s  the  great  man  that  does  not  want  a 
place — didn’t  Fanchette  speak  for  me  P 

Mrs.  G„  There,  Fanchette  again ; she  has  ’em  all  in 
tow. 
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Mr.  G.  Yes — Fanchette  did  speak  of  you,  site  abused  you 
— barkye  ! ( aside  to  him.)  My  wife  bates  Fancbette,  and  if 
sbe  thinks  you  a friend  of  hers,  out  you’ll  go — I like  you 
so — if  you  wisb  to  stay  you  must  abuse  Fancbette  now,  and 
explain  it  to  ber  afterwards. 

Mrs.  G.  How  rude  to  whisper — what  are  you  telling 
him  ? 

Mr.  G.  That  Fancbette  says  he’s  good  for  nothing. 

Mrs.  G.  Then  hire  him  directly  ; I should  like  to  have 
one  man  in  the  bouse  sbe  don’t  set  her  cap  at. 

Greg.  Set  ber  cap  at  me  ? sbe  needn’t  do  that  while  her 
misses  is  by — when  I went  to  England,  I was  sworn  at 
Higbgate — she’s  no  more  to  compare  to  you,  ma’am,  than 
a farthing  candle  to  a flambeau — sbe  indeed  ! 

Mrs.  G.  [gives  him  money.)  Young  man,  there’s  earnest 
that  you’re  engaged. 

Mr.  G.  Keep  your  dignity,  Mrs.  G.  Now,  young  man, 
stand  further  off — and  answer  me — 

Mrs.  G.  Ob  ! he’ll  answer,  I’ll  be  bound. 

Mr.  G.  What’s  your  name  ? 

Greg.  ( taking  out  apples  and  munching  them.)  Sir  ! 

Mr.  G.  It’s  not  right  to  eat  before  your  master ; — 
(snatches  an  apple  and  munches  also.)  bow  old  are  you  ? 

Greg.  Hey  ? 

Mr.  G.  How  old  are  you,  and  where  were  you  born  ? 

Greg.  Don’t  speak  with  your  mouth  full — I was  born  at 
home,  and  lived  last  in  Pattypan  Place. 

Mrs.  G.  Well,  I declare,  so  did  we — we  lived  at  a 
fruiterer’s — 

Mr.  G.  Do  stop  your  mouth — [gives  her  an  applet  which 
she  pares  and  eats  also.)  Can  you  wait  at  table  P 

Greg.  Yes,  and  take  away  a plate  before  you’re  half 
helped. 

Mr.  G.  Are  you  as  good  at  breaking  plates  as  Fanchette  ? 

Greg.  Better — that  is,  I never  break  anything  on  pur- 
pose, except  now  and  then  by  accident — I speak  the  truth, 
plain,  fair,  and  aboveboard,  upright  and  downright. 

Mrs.  G.  Then,  send  away  Fanchette  and  hire  him 
directly, 

Mr.  G.  Well,  let’s  see  how  you  can  lay  a cloth  ; go  tell 
Fanchette  to  give  you  the  dinner -tray — 

Greg.  I will,  sir.  (Fanchette  disappears. 

Mr.  G.  He  won’t  do  it  as  I used.  The  moment  any  one 
called  Gregory  ! 

Greg,  (returning.)  Sir. 

Mrs.  G.  Why,  your  name’s  not  Gregory. 
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Greg.  It  was  when  I came  in — whose  is  it  now  ? 

Mrs.  G.  Your  master’s. 

Greg.  What ! have  yon  hired  my  name,  too,  eh,  misses  ? 

Mrs.  G.  When  you  speak  to  me,  you  mustn’t  say  misses, 
but  madam — 

Greg.  Yes,  misses,  I’ll  say  madam. 

Mrs.  G.  Tell  Fanchette  I want  her. 

Greg.  Yes,  misses  madam ; and  now  you  shall  see  how 
soon  I can  get  rid  of  the  dinner  things.  (Exit,  L.  u.  e. 

Mr.  G.  Will  he  suit,  wife  ? 

Mrs.  G.  We  shall  see  that  when  he  has  a character, 
though  I think  he  must  be  honest,  by  Fanchette’s  not 
liking  him. 

Mr.  G.  Why,  look ! he’s  coming  already. 

Greg,  (without.)  Stand  clear  ! out  of  the  way  ! here  they 
are. 

Enter  Gregory,  l.  u.  e.,  loaded  with  plates,  bottles , bread- 
basket, Sfc. 

Mr.  G.  Here  they  are,  indeed — why  the  devil  do  you 
take  so  many  at  once. 

Greg,  ('putting  them  awkwardly  on  a table.)  To  make  the 
greater  dispatch ; when  I go  to  work,  I like  to  do  things 
by  wholesale.  ( drops  plates) — Mrs.  G.  screams. 

Mr.  G.  Stupid  fool ! is  that  the  way  to  carry  things  ? 

Greg.  No,  that’s  the  way  to  let  ’em  fall. 

Mr.  G.  The  stupid  fellow  never  can  have  been  in  ser- 
vice: look  at  me.  (takes  a pile  of  plates  from  the  table.) 
There,  I could  carry  these  from  one  end  of  the  town  to  the 
other,  and  not  break  one  of  them. 

Greg.  Oh,  but  let’s  have  fair  play,  master — I carried 
this  bottle,  and  this  basket,  and  this  cover,  and — (puts 
them  on  the  plates  as  he  speaks.) 

Mr.  G.  Well,  and  look  here,  I could  carry  these  for  an 
hour,  and  never — (walks  about , Gregory  following  him 
close , so  that,  on  Mr.  G.’s  suddenly  turning  round,  he 
tumbles  against  Gregory,  and  lets  all  fall  together.) 

Greg.  Stupid  fool ! is  that  the  way  to  carry  things  ? 

Mrs.  G.  I shall  go  mad ! 

Mr.  G.  ’Tis  devilish  provoking,  to  be  sure,  (taking  a 
pinch  of  snuff.) 

Greg.  It  be,  sir,  devilish  provoking,  indeed,  (takes  a 
pinch  of  snuff  out  of  Mr.  G.’s  box.) 

Mr.  G.  How  dare  you  take  that  liberty  ? 

Greg.  Liberty  ! I took  it  for  snuff — there  it  is  again. 
(puts  it  back.) 
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Enter  Fanchette,  l.  u.  e. 

FInch.  Did  you  want  me,  ma’am. 

Mrs.  G.  Yes,  ma’am;  you  must  quit  your  place,  because 
your  master’s  too  fond  of  you. 

Fanch.  You’ll  keep  yours  a long  while,  then. 

Mr.  Gr.  Hush,  child. 

Fanch.  Hush  yourself  ; d’ye  think  I didn’t  overhear  how 
you  all  abused  me;  and  you,  too,  (to  Gregory.)  what, 
you’ve  been  at  your  old  work? — (pointing  to  the  broken 
crockery)  and  though  I shan’t  break  my  heart  at  losing 
your  place,  ma’am,  I wish  you  joy  of  your  new  man  ; and 
I’ll  forfeit  all  the  wages  due  to  me,  if  at  staying  of  an 
errand,  lying  abed  in  a morning,  idling  all  day,  getting 
tipsy  at  night,  and  breaking  everything  at  all  hours,  you’ll 
ever  find  a more  complete  man,  than  that  fool  Gregory. 

(Exit,  L.  U.  E. 

Mrs.  G.  There’s  insolence  ! but  I’ll  follow  and  make  her 
pack  up  in  good  earnest.  (Exit,  L.  u.  e. 

Mr.  G.  (ruminating.)  ’Twas  a little  too  bad — that  fool 
Gregory  ! 

Greg,  (ruminating.)  That  fool  Gregory  I 

Mr.  G.  The  impudent ! 

Greg.  Saucy ! 

Mr.  G.  Fool  Gregory  ! 

Greg.  Ay,  fool  Gregory  ! 

Mr.  G.  Who  do  you  call  fool  ? 

Greg.  ’Twas  she  called  me  so  ! 

Mr.  G.  Bless  me ! why,  you  lived  lately  in  the  same 
street  I came  from,  as  my  master  used  to  say ; is  your 
name  similar  ? 

Greg.  Ho,  it’s  Gregory  ! 

Mr.  G.  Of  what  family  ? 

Greg.  My  father’s,  by  the  mother’s  side. 

Mr.  G.  Hem  ! is  your  family  name  Gregory,  paternally, 
maternally,  or  aunternally — for  it  appears  we  are  name- 
sakes. 

Greg.  Why,  sir,  in  respect  to  my  generology,  you  see 
my  great  uncle  was,  as  a body  may  say — (a  loud  rat-tat  at 
the  door.)  somebody  knocks. 

Mr.  G.  (starting.)  I’ll  run  to  the  door.  (Exit,  l. 

Greg.  Do — my  master  would  make  an  excellent  servant. 
Well,  who  is  it? 

Mr.  G.  (returning.)  A very  well-dressed,  gentlemanly 
man. 

Greg.  Well,  ask  hyn  in,  but  don’t  let  him  stay,  because 
dinner’s  nearly  ready,  and  it’s  time  I saw  the  goose  dished. 

(Exit,  l.  u.  E. 
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Mr.  G.  That’s  a cursed  free  and  easy  chap — pray  walk 
in,  sir. 

Enter  John  Bull,  l.  1.  e. 

It’s  the  first  time  of  our  meeting,  and  hang  me  if  ever  1 
saw  such  an  impudent  rascal  in  all  my  days. 

Bull.  I’m  very  much  obliged  to  you — meaning  me,  sir  ? 

Mr.  G.  You,  sir  ! 0,  no  ; I meant  a fellow  that’s  a dis- 

grace to  the  name  of  Gregory. 

Bull.  That’s  a pity  ; I honour  the  name  of  Gregory  and 
no  Gregory  more  than  he  who  lately  lived  in  Pattypan  Place. 

Mr.  G.  That’s  me. 

Bull.  You  received  the  packet,  the  annuity,  the  money, 
and  the  letter  I sent  you  ? 

Mr.  G.  And  the  promise  of — 

Bull.  Not.  more  than  you  have  earned  ; you  guess,  of 
course,  who  it  came  from  ? 

Mr.  G Not  I,  nor  where  ; but,  poor  as  I was,  and,  rich 
as  it  made  me,  I hope  I’m  honest  enough  to  try  to  deserve 
it. 

Bull.  Why,  you  have  deserved  it — did  not  you  save  my 
life  ? 

Enter  Fanchette,  with  a bundle , l.  u.  e. 

Fanch.  Good  bye,  sir  ! I little  thought  I should  go  so 
soon. 

Mr.  G.  Hush  ! here’s  a gentleman — I’ll  speak  to  you 
presently. 

Fanch.  Very  well,  sir;  I don’t  mind  going — only,  as 
things  were  like  to  be  so  comfortable  with  my  new  old 
fellow-servant,  I thought — oh  dear  ! oh  dear  ! 

Bull.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  pretty  maid  P I was  ip 
hopes  no  one  was  unhappy  in  this  house. 

Fanch.  (crying.)  I am  only  gq--go — going  away,  sir, 
that’s  all ; I’ve  taken  leave  of  Greg-—  Greg— -Gregory,  and 
now  I mustn’t  st — stay  any  longer. 

Bull.  But  you  shall,  though,  if  I have  any  interest, 
ehan’t  she,  my  brave  boy  ? 

Mr.  G.  Yes,  she  shall,  if  you’ll  ask  my  wife. 

Bull.  Well,  wait,  my  pretty  maid,  and  I’ll  set  all  right ; 
or,  if  not,  I’ll  get  you  a better  place. 

Fanch.  (sobbing.)  Thank  ye,  sir  ; it  isn’t  because  of  the 
n — n — new  m — m — man,  but  I’d  rather  stay  where  I am, 
if  you  please,  sir. 

Mr.  G.  Well,  stay,  awhile  ; Javotte  will  be  here  pre? 
sently. 

Fanch.  Y — y — yes,  sir.  (retires  up  and  sits  on  the  table.) 
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Mr.  G.  Now,  sir,  pray  do  tell  me  what  you  mean  about 
saving  your  life  ? 

Bull.  It  was  a very  ridiculous  thing,  though  it  had  like 
to  have  ended  so  seriously ; and,  as  it  would  be  dry  telling 
the  story,  and  you  French  folks  love  music,  I’ve  put  it  in 
lines  to  an  old  English  tune. 

* 

SONG -John  Bull.  Air:  “ The  Thorn .” 

From  my  well-cramm’d  portfolio,  three  ruffians  requested 
I’d  yield  every  note  I had  got ; 

But  I told  them  to  yield  was  a thing  I detested, 

And,  for  my  part,  I’d  much  rather  not ; 

No,  by  heavens ! I exclaim’d,  may  I perish, 

If  ever  I give  to  such  rascals  a jot. 

Then  I chalk’d  out  a ring,  and  implor’d  them  to  tarry, 

And  take  one  by  one  a fair  round  : 

But  they  all  came  at  once  with  what  weight  they  could  carry, 
When  a friend  I most  luckily  found ; 

And  now  by  heavens;  I swear,  may  I perish, 

If  e’er  my  preserver  shall  be  left  aground. 

Mr.  G.  And  so  you  were  preserved  ? 

Bull.  By  the  courage  of  honest  Gregory — by  yours,  my 
good  friend  ; and  when  I forget  it,  may  dear  England  for- 
get me. 

Fanch.  So,  so — this  is  worth  listening  to. 

Mr.  G.  Well ! I dare  say  you  won’t  forget  it ; but  hang 
me  if  I remember  a word  of  it. 

Bull.  Impossible  ! When  I happened  to  have  a fortune 
in  my  portfolio,  three  men  attacked  me  ; they  tried  hard 
for  that  and  for  my  life — you  came — they  fled,  and  I 
remain  your  debtor. 

Mr.  G.  I remember  one  night  being  uncommonly  tipsy 
— but  that  couldn’t  be  it,  neither  ; three  men,  did  you  say  ? 

Fanch.  (colling  forward.)  Sir,  did  you  say  you  were  at- 
tacked by  three  men,  in  a place  where  there  were  three 
steps  down  ? 

Bull.  Yes. 

Fancii.  And  one  man  tumbling  down  those  steps  came 
to  your  help  P 
Bull.  Yes. 

Fanch.  And  saved  your  life  P 

Bull.  Yes;  and  all  my  property — and  there  he  is — the 
honest,  plain,  good-looking,  smiling  Gregory. 

Fanch.  (calling.)  Gregory ! 

Bull.  Do  you  say  it  was  not  Gregory  ? 
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Fanch.  Oh,  no!  (calls.)  Why,  Gregory!  Gregory! 
Gregory ! 

Bull.  What  the  devil’s  the  matter  with  the  girl  ? 

Enter  Gregory,  with  a goose  on  a spit,  l.  u.  e. 

Greg.  What’s  the  matter  ? Is  the  house  falling  ? 

Fanch.  Make  haste  ! make  haste  ! make  haste  ! 

Greg.  Let  me  dish  my  dinner. 

Fanch.  (knocking  down  the  goose.)  Never  mind  your 
dinner,  but  look  at  that  gentleman.  Did  you  ever  see  him 
before  P 

Greg.  No  ; did  you  P What’s  he  to  this  dear  little 
animal,  when  one’s  so  hungry  ? 

Fanch.  Did  you  ever  hear  him  before  ? Pray,  sir,  do 
you  know  anything  about  a jolly  miller  ? 

Bull,  (sings.)  There  was  a jolly  miller  once, 

Lived  on  the  river  Dee. 

Greg.  Ah  ! oh,  lud  ! oh,  dear  ! that’s  my  man  ! Sir,  do 
you  remember — “What’s  your  name?”  “Where  do  you 
live  ? ” “ Sir,  my  name  is  Gregory,  and  I live  in  Pattypan 
Place,”  and  I thrashed  the  three  men  till  I couldn’t  see  ’em, 
and — 

Mr.  G.  And  my  name  is  Gregory,  and  I lived  in  Patty- 
pan Place,  and  I never  thrashed  anybody  in  all  my  born 
days. 

Bull,  (to  Mr.  G.)  Then  you  have  received  the  reward 
due  to  this  brave  lad. 

Mr.  G.  That’s  a misfortune,  and  not  a fault ; there’s  the 
direction  of  the  parcel,  and  your  own  valet -de- place 
brought  it. 

Greg.  Don’t  mind ; he  looks  very  cross,  but  I’ll  stand 
your  friend  ; and  if  he  says  three  words,  I’ll — 

Mr.  G.  No  ; you’re  a good  lad,  you’re  a true  Gregory. 
I wasn’t  proud  when  I got  this  fortune,  and  he  that  hasn’t 
made  an  ill  use  of  good  luck,  needn’t  blush  when  it  for- 
sakes him.  I’ll  seek  Javotte  ; I was  angry  with  her,  but 
now  ; and  at  this  moment  I feel  so  sorry  for  her  disappoint- 
ment, that  I’d  give  all  I thought  I was  worth,  ten  times 
over,  to  bring  her  comfort.  (Exit,  L.  u.  e. 

Bull.  My  worthy  lad,  then  it  was  you  who  did  this 
generous  act  P 

Fanch.  Yes,  sir,  it  was  him. 

Bull.  And  all  I have  done,  and  meant  to  do  for  your 
namesake,  belongs  to  you.  J 

Fanch.  Dear,  dear,  Gregory,  I — I have  a sort  of  a re- 
spect— a sort  of  a something  for  you — but  I’m  sorry,  too — 

Greg.  Fanchette,  I have  had  a sort  of  a something  when 
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a — you  know  what  I mean,  for  you  ; but  now,  if  I wasn’t 
ashamed,  I’d  say,  I love  you  still  better  for  considering 
master  and  misses — they  will  be  sadly  disappointed— we 
were  their  servants. 

Fanch.  She  turned  me  away,  to  be  sure — but  that  was 
because  master  was  kind  to  me. 

Greg.  And  I was  kept  because  misses  liked  me — let  ’em 
go  halves. 

Bull.  In  what  ? 

Fanch.  Ay,  in  what? 

Greg.  In  your  goodness,  sir.  I know  you  won’t  think 
the  worse  of  us,  though  we  are  not  English  folks,  if  we 
say — you  say  it,  Fanchette. 

Fanchette.  That  the  happiness  that’s  built  on  the  disap- 
pointment of  another  is — what  is  it,  Gregory  ? 

Greg.  Why,  it  is — what  do  you  think,  sir  ? 

Bull.  Think  ! that  if  happiness  doesn’t  reward  you,  she 
is  a false,  fickle — Who  the  deuce  is  this  ? 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gregory,  in  very  plain  clothes , l.  u.  e. 

Mr.  G.  (i to  Mrs.  G.)  Don’t  fret — I never  knew  how  much 
I loved  you  before ; and,  while  I’ve  hands  to  work,  you 
shall  never  be  dependent  on  man,  woman,  or  child. 

Mrs.  G.  Oh,  Gregory,  how  ashamed  I am  to  have  been 
jealous  of  so  good  a husband  ; or  to  have  thought  that 
hussv 

Fanch.  What ! 

Greg.  Hush!  a true  heart  respects  the  unfortunate. 
(aside  to  her.)  Master,  misses — madam,  I mean — what 
would  you  please  to  have  ? 

Mr.  Gr.  I wish  to  be  man  of  all  work  ; Mrs.  G. — that 
is,  Javotte,  to  be  maid  of  all  work  ; and  if  you’ll  take 
back  your  own,  which  we  have  possessed  by  mistake, 
we’ll  charge  you  nothing  for  all  you  have  broke  and 
destroyed  already. 

Fanch.  Dear,  dear  misses,  do — do  let  us  be  your  servants. 

Greg.  Dear  master,  for  our  namesake,  let  me  be  your 
man? 

Mr,  G.  I’ll — I’ll — I’d  see  you  and  myself  hanged  be- 
fore I’d  rob  a rogue,  let  alone  an  honest  man  ; here, 
here  is  your  balance:  see,  sir,  what  it  would  be  in  English 
money  ? Eight  hundred  and  seventeen  pounds,  six  shil- 
lings, and  three -pence  halfpenny  farthing. 

Bull.  All  which  you  shall  keep  I’ll  take  care  of  them  ; 
that  is,  provided  Fanchette  marries  her  fellow-servant. 

Fanch.  For  the  good  of  master  and  misses.  I’ll  do 
anything. 
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Mrs.  &.  And  will  you  forgive  me,  Fanchette  P 
Fanch.  Yes,  if  you  won’t  be  so  civil  to  Gregory. 

Mr.  G.  I’ll  answer  for  that. 

Bull.  And,  if  we  all  forgive  unintentional  faults,  we 
shall  finish  with  a happy  evening. 

FINALE. — Air  : “ La  Belle  Isabel 

Mr.  G.  Dear  Javotte,  I tell  you  what, 

We  never  will  again  set  up  for  gentlemen. 
Greg.  And  dear  Fanchette,  we’ll  care  forget, 

And  who  so  gay  as  you  and  me. 

Mr.  G.  While  each  jovial  evening  passes, 

Merry  may  you  meet  us, 

With  good-humour  greet  us. 

Greg.  Happy  all  kind  lads  and  lasses 
Cheery,  airy,  frank,  and  free. 

Chorus.  While  each  jovial  evening  passes,  &c. 


Mrs.  G.  And,  sir,  to  you,  our  thanks  are  due. 
Fanch.  (to  Bull.)  Happy  may  you  see 
Your  land  of  liberty. 

Bull.  There  was  a jolly  miller  once, 

Lived  merry  on  the  river  Dee. 

Mrs.  G.  And  while  each  jovial  evening  passes, 
Merry  may  you  meet  us, 

Fanch.  With  good  humour  greet  us, 

Happy  all  kind  lads  and  lasses, 
Cheery,  airy,  frank,  and  free. 

Chorus.  While  each  jovial  evening  passes,  &c. 


Gregory.  Fanchette.  Mr.  Bull.  Mrs.  G.  Mr.  G. 
(r.)  (c.)  (l.) 
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653  Farmer's  Story  [Eggs 
G54  Goose  with  Golden 

655  Dido 

656  Holly  Bush  Hall 

657  Sisterly  Service 
65S  Forest  Keeper 

659  My  Wife’s  2nd  Floor 

660  Paphian  Bower 

VOLUME  45 

661  Tale  of  Two  Cities 

662  Found?d*on  Facts 

663  Two  Polts 

664  Pork  Chops 

665  Thrice  Married 

666  Duel  in  the  Snow 

667  Uncle  Zachar^ 

668  “B.  B.” 

669  Change  ef  System 

670  Miller  & Men  Burlsq. 

671  Pilgrim  of  Love 

672  Lucrezia  Borgia  Brlq. 

673  Outlaw  of  Adriatic 

674  My  Wife’s  Out 

675  Inundation,  The 

VOLUME  46. 

676  Wizard  of  the  Wave 

677  Douglas  Travestio 

678  Warlock  of  the  Glen 

679  Next  of  Kin 

680  Race  for  a Widow 

681  Asmodeus 

682  Friend  in  Need 

683  Cruel  to  be  Kind 

684  Brother  and  Sister 

685  ChritmasRoxes[diere 

686  Marianne  the  Vivan- 

687  Idior*  vitness[smythe 

688  Fitzsmythe  of  Fitz- 
680  Dearest  Mamma 

690  Mazepna  Burlesque 

VOLUME  47. 

691  Marguerite’s  Colours 

692  Appearances 

693  Eily  o’Connor 

694  Bowl’d  out 

695  Model  Husband  (A) 

696  I ichess  or  Nothing 

697  Rifle  Volunteer  ftion 
G98  Observation  & Flirta- 

699  Paul  Pry  (Jerrold) 

700  Family  Secret 

701  Railroad  Station 

702  Pet  Lamb 

703  Fair  Exchange 

704  Hit  him  he  has  no 

705  Bluejackets  [friends 

VOLUME  48.  [Is. 

706  Patricians  Daughter, 

707  Hard  Struggle 

708  117,  Arundel  Street 

709  Teacher  Taught 

710  Post  of  Honour 

711  My  Follow  Clerk 

712  Miudy  Ashore 
VZ3  GitanTla 

714  Regular  Fix  (A) 

715  Secret 


re  o,  ana  of  aii 

71 6 Pe ; s of  the  Parterre 
717 'Man.  who  iofibws. the 

718  Robin  Hood  [Ladies 

719  Garibaldi  Excursion 

720  Post -[Bov  , [isti 

VOLUME  49. 

721  Anne  Flake,  1-3- 

722  Home  foi  a Holiday 

723  Ruy  Bla3 

724  John  Wcpps 

725  Paris  and  Pleasure 

726  Ugly  Customer  (An) 
-727  KoninsonCrusoeBsq. 
728  Cinderella  Burlesque 
720  BlueBeardBurlesque 

73 0 Dolly 

731  Old  Joe  & Young  Joe 

732  fcndymion 

733  Timor  the  Tartar  Bq. 

734  Chrystabelie 

735  Spanish  Dancers 

VOLUME  50. 

736  Babes  in  Wood,  Is. 

737  Up  at  Kills  [Comedy 

738  Dominique  Deserter 

739  Did  I Dream'  it  ? ** 

740  Legacy  of  Honour 

741  Old  Trusty 

742  Chimney  Corner 

743  Cantab 

744  House  on  the  Bridge 

745  Tom  Thumb  [Cruik- 

746  Little  Rebel  [shank 

747  His  Excellency 

748  Census  * [Letter 

749  Adventures  of  a Love 

750  Aladdin  Burlesque 

VOLUME  51. 

751  Black  Sheep 

752  Pirates  of  Savannah 

753  MacCarthy  More 

754  Turkish  Bath 

755  Pacha  of  Pimlico 

756  Scrap  of  Paper 

757  Jocrisse  the  Juggler 
75S  Old  Story 

759  Speed  the  Plough 

760  Telemachus 

761  Angel  of  Midnight 

762  On  «nd  Off  [Gold 
"63  More  Precious  than 

764  Peace  and  Quiet 

765  P.oity  Horsebreaker 

VOLUME  52. 

766  My  Lord  & Lady,  Is. 

7 67  Isle  of  St.  Tropez 
76  - First  Affections 
76  Comical  Countess 

770  Maty  Price 

771  Syren  of  Paris 

772  Lucky  Escape  (A) 

773  Wren  Boys 

774  Temptation  [ley 

775  That  Affair  at  Finch- 

776  Short  and  Sweet 

777  Illustrious  Stranger 

778  Wooing  One’s  Wife 

aeraldaBuriesque 
7S0  Brother  Bill  and  Me 
VOLUME  -53. 

781  Miss  Eily  O'Connor 

782  TejrxibL  secret 
788  Mfdea  Tragedy) 

784  Ltgal  I mpediment 

785  Court  Lards 

786  Mummy 

787  poor  Nobleman 
date  Secrets 


Postage  Stomps  received  in  payment 


Books  aHei 

789  Deerfoot 
780  King  of  the  M 

791  Red  Biding  E 

792  Perseus  & An 

793  Slowtoy’s  Eng 

794  John  Smith 

795  Hour  in  Sevill 

VOLUME  i 

796  VBIikiir*  and. 

797  Eclipsing  the 
79S  Margerv  DaW 

799  Old  Phil’s  Bit 

800  Mother  G oose 

801  Fairy’s  Fathd 

802  Orange  Bloss< 

803  Intrigue 

804  Life’s  Ransort 

805  Friends  or  Fc 

806  Wife’s  Portra 

807  Caught  in  a L 
80S  Nice  QuiotDa 

809  Catch  a Wea? 

810  Idiot  of  the  M 

VOLUME  i 

811  World  of  Fas 

812  Doing  J or  the 

813  Fair  Rosanioi 

814  Jeweller  of^  SI 

815  Prince  Amab< 

816  1 couldn’t  he! 

817  Shilling  Day 

818  Mrs.  White 

819  CoHoen  Rav 

820  Norma  Trave 

821  Keep  your  Te 

822  Harvest  Stori 

823  Marriage  at  a' 

824  Jonathan  Bw 

825  Sharp  Practi< 

VOLUME ■ 

826  Strathmore, 

827  A zael  the  Pr 

828  Silent  Systen 
S29  Bristol  Diam 

830  Sam’s  Ariiv-a 

831  Knights  of  S 

832  She  Wd.  & H 
S33  Duck  Huntii 

834  Trovatpre  (13 

835  Real  and  lde 

836  Jack’s  Delig 

837  Robbers  of  I 

838  Southerner  <S 

839  My  Son’s  a 

840  Mv  Wife  sli- 

VOLUME 

841  Robin  Hood 
L George  de  B| 

843  Rasselas 

844  Valentine  (A 

845  Carte  de  vjsi 

846  Dark  Cloud 
8-17  Faint  Heart 
841  Dred  (F 

849  LadyAudley 

850  Heart  of  Mid 

851  My  Preserve 

852  Duke's  Daug 

853  Under  the  1, 

854  Forty  W ink 

855  Law  versus  1 

volume; 

856  Aurora  Floy 
567  Buckstone  » 

858  Beautiful  Hi 

859  Trial  of  Toi 

860  Aeis  & Gala 

861  Blind  Boy 

amount » 


62  Merry  Widow 
«»i3  Taming  the  Truant 

864  AlonzoBrave,  buriesq 

865  1 ittie  Sentinel 

866  UTrovatore  (Burlq.) 
tf- 7 Sleeping  Draught 
868  Cham  mg  Fair  (A) 
tfc(  Smoked  Miser 

83  6 Cousin  Tom 

VOLUME  59. 

871  Ticket  Leave  Man  Is. 

872  Oberou  (Opera) 

875  Cherry  Bounce 

874  Which  shall  I Marry?- 
mb  The  Motto  (Buriesq.) 

876  Ticket  of  1 eave 

877  Make  jour  Wills 

878  Ivan  hoe  (Buriesq.) 
S79  Aged  Forty 

88\>  All  At  Coventry 
88]  His  I ast  Victory 
885  AijrBsba  or  ilOThieves 
883  Turn  Him  Out 
584  Camillas  Husband 
1Mb  Silent  Woman  (AK 
VOLUME  60. 

888  Manfred 

8g7  Double  Bedded  Bcon 

888  Deal  Bo&Lnen 

889  Ixion 

81<b  Pirates  of  Putney 

891  Easy  Shaving  (day 

892  Highw  ay  man’s  Hoi  i 

893  Miriam’s  Crime 

894  Accusing  Spirit 

8f 5 Where’s  your  Wife? 
S-96  Cbainung  W<,>mn.(A) 
8V7  Beauty  or  the  Beast 
89w  My  Bean’s  in  High- 

899  Little  DaBy  (lacos 

900  Fonunts  Frolic 
VOLUME  Cl. 

901  Pure  Gold  it 
4M«t  Patient  Penelope 
SC3  Bevievr 

£04  Silken  Fetters 
$05  Mad  as  aHatter 
S06  Mrime  Berliot’s  Bal 
£07  Orpheim  & Eurydice 
908  King  Arthur 
Stt£  Love  and  Rain 
910  Lady  Belie  Belle 
1 1*113 


Si2  Stolen,  .£  20.11  ev,  an 

913  Margate  Sands 

914  Mode]  of  a Wife 

915  Unlirnit'oConfidence 


SIXEEHCE  EACH,  Post  free,  and  of  all  Books© 

VOLUME  05.  * I j 1010  Pa  pi  11’on  ett  a 

1011  OrpheusinHayj 

1012  Adrienne 

1013  Cleft  Stick 

1014  ChanjpChi 
015  Rip  Van  Wiul 
01<>  Behind  Time 
<'17  Prometheus  f 

18  Man  with  Carp 
*19  Princess  Pdf 
020  Lottery  Ticice 
VOLUME  & 

1021  Flies  in  the4 

1 022  P i p k i n 4 R ti  s t i c ‘f 

1023  Lending  a Ha1 
102  1 Fly  an  ! the.  V 
1025  Day  in  Paris 
102  < Luke  the  Lab 
1027  Susan  Hoptey 
102a  fiber’s  Wif< 
1Q20  DeVEreischai 

1030  Ocean  of  Lift 

1031  Ladyhof-Ger. 
perplexing  ;i 

1032  Ticket  Leave 

1033  First  Love.  (V 

1034  Snapping  Tai 

1035  Lddystone  El 
VOLUME  4 

1036  Child  Steal?? 

1037  Court  of  Lioti 

1038  Photographic 

1039  Clock  on  the 
1010  Found  in  a 1 4- 
104L  Loves  Martyr 
104z  Bridejof  A4® 

1043  Werner  'U 

1044  Barefaced  In 

1045  Blue  Beard  R 

1046  Loves  Labv 

1047  Capitol  a 

1048  Manageress 

1049  Revenge 

1050  Two  Grej 


VOLUME  62. 

916  Silver  Lining 

917  Paul’s  Bieturn 

918  The  Reapers 

91 9 Area  Belle 
520  Aiabam  a 

921  Lost  Child 

922  Ventif  and  Adenis 

928  Fcumplestiltskiu 

924  Drawing  Room  fee 

925  Merry  Wives  Wind- 

920  Katk.  Petrnehio  [sor 
227  April  Fool  (An) 

•928  Odd  Lot  (An) 

929  King’s  Wager 

930  Widow’s  Victim 
VOLUME  63. 

931  Sense  and.Sensation 
982  Colleen  Baws; 

933  Hunt  fora  Husband 

934  Maid  of  Honor 
935.  Faust  Burlesque 

936  Monastery  ot  St.  Just 

937  My  Wife’s  Maid 

938  Actors’  Retreat 

939  Timothy  to  Rescue 

940  Mazourka  (Buriesq 

941  Deborah  M-eah) 

941  My  Dress  Boots 

943  Music  hath  Charms* 

944  On  the  ,Siy  (Game 
945 Woodcock’s  Little 

VOLUME  64. 

946  How  will  they  Get 

On:  of  It? 

947  Heiify  IV.  Pauli. 

948  Doing  Ranting 

949  My  *V\  ife’s  Bonnet 
9-50  Cymoelirm 

951  Snowdrop 

952  Sybil)* 

953  Lad  from  Country 
£54  Mother’s  Dying  Child 

955  “ Grin”Bushea 

956  Cupid  and  Psy  che 

957  Hercules  & Omphale 

958  Knotting’m  Bros. 

959  Princess  Spring  Time 

960  Lesson  in  Love 


961  Laurence’s  LoveSuv 
96*2  Wilful  Ward 

963  Octoroon 

964  Trapping  a Tartar 

965  Mrs.  Green’s  Snug 

Little  Business 
96  Hidden  Hand 
967  Our  New  Man 
868  Brigands  of  Calabria 

969  Going  to  the  Dog« 

970  Billing  and  Cooing 

971  Rustic  Prima  Donna 

972  BorderMarriage 

973  Faces  in  the  Fire 

974  Fan-fan  the  Tulip 

975  Piritkou3 
VOLUME  66. 

976  Playing  with  Fire 

977  Three  ^Furies 
Ample  Apology  . 

979WantedaYoung  Lady 

980  Ulysses' 

981  La  Sonnambula  Bq. 

982  Steeple  Chase 

983  Pan 

984  Fazio 

985  Rocambole 

986  Will  and  the  Way 

987  One  "Tree  Hill 

988  Up-stairs  and  Down- 

989  Fair  Pretender[stairs 

990  Two  Gentlmn. in  a fix 

VOLUME  67. 

.991  Erxiani  (Burlesque) 

992  Windsor  Castle 

993  War  to  the  Knife. 

994  Pouter’s  Wadding. 

995  Better  Half 

996  Marlborough  Election 
L7  Priu ceCamaral za man 
9^6  Calypso,  Burb’«qne 

999  Dinner  tor  Nothing. 

1000  Hunchback 

1001  Caught  by  the  Cufl 

1002  Turned  Head 

1003  Charles  12 

1004  Loves  Sacrifice 

1005  V A fr  i cai  oeBurte*,  ue 

VOLUME  68. 

100  o Serf 

1007  Love  Chase 

1008  Paul  Fry  Married. 
1009 Who  ki  n Cock  Robin 


LACY’S  DRAMATIC  COSTUMES 

Female. — Complete  in  84  Parts,  of  six  plates  each,  2s.  Gd.  Coloured.  Utl.  jfl^j 
Male. — Parts  1 to  25  are  already  issued. 

ANSOK’S  DRAM  AT  IC  AL1A1ACK,! 

PUNCH  AMD  JUDY,"  Is. 

With  24  Illu,! rations  by  GEORGE  CRUIKS 1. 

HOGARTH’S  i|EMQIR^  OR^THE  OPE^A 

Portraits,  published  at  21  s->  reduced  tp  £>S.  8d*  / 

Rev.  Dr.  BELLOW’S  DEFENCE  OF  THE  DSt/1 

WITH  A PREFACE  BY  MB.  BUCKSTONE,  PRICE  t,d  'j 

GUIDE  TO  THE  STAGE  6d.  = 

ART  O F A C T I IT  G . Price  0d. 


